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the Sultan's brother-in-law and the Grand Vizier, and
he advised him. The Grand Vizier believed that this
gentleman was an official agent of the High Commissioner.
Admiral Sir John de Robeck and Mr. Ryan, his Drago-
man, explicitly and repeatedly informed Damad Ferid
that we had no such agent, but he persisted and following
the advice that he received from the Scotchman he did
many stupid things and then felt aggrieved because the
British Government refused to support him. Eventually
after a heavy luncheon and over a cup of coffee in his
palace on the Bosphorus I ventured as a friend to mention
the same fact to Damad Ferid. He pondered for a
while and then he said,
" Then why did this gentleman meddle in politics ?"
and I replied,
" But His Excellency, the High Commissioner, has
often warned Your Highness. Why would you not
believe him ? "
Then he pondered again for a while, and he said,
" The greater the man, the greater the liar."
Like  animals  that are soft  and unprotected, the
Christians of Turkey have a subtle extra sense of danger
at a distance.   Before the end of 1919 they realized
that the position was changing.   The soirees grew less
in number and fezes began to reappear in the streets
of Pera.   The run on Homburg hats was over.
Moreover, Constantinople was not showing itself duly
responsive to the vaunted civilized rule of the Allies.
Trade was stagnant. The money-changers misused the
market at their pleasure. Prices had bounded up
unchecked and profiteering was general. The streets